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Marseilles.    I thanked the barman for the information and went
out.
It was a sunny morning in mid-April, Outside the American
Consulate a long queue was waiting. Facets eager with fear, full of
hope to get away and to watch in safety the men, women and
children of Britain fighting and dying for their safety. You couldn't
hear a word of French in that queue, "Turning their back on their
European destiny," I said half aloud. But what did they care about
Europe and its destiny?
The V campaign was in full swing. On (he walls, forests of V's
were chalked beside the Croix cle Lorraine, f admire the Croix de
Lorraine. It stands for all that's fine in I ranee and the French
people. On a wall was the legend, '/I mort /X/r/c/n.1 The posters
quoted the Marechal promising many things, like return to the
land and solving the employer and worker problem: with posters,
I supposed. At the bottom of the QmrbuTe 1 ran into a grey-haired
gentleman whom I knew from C/KJVCV; a minor cmluy/y.lcr he was,
He stopped rnc.
"I imagine you know what I was doing in Chavcs" he said. "1 just
had a look round. You surely hoard that I am the sc.cond in command
of the Intelligence Service. Give me a cigarette," "Had you said
you were the chief of the Intelligence Service I'd have given you a
cigar."
I walked on and reflected that in the Inst war you saw a spy in
your neighbour, in this war you saw a spy in yourself. Near the
water I bumped into Norbcrt, Mis name wasn't Norbert: he had
many names; his real name I never found out. He was in Chavcs
during my first period. He wasn't a crook, lie was the tight-rope
walker on the borderline of business and fraud. Before the war he
worked with the tourist Mark and smuggled bonds from France into
Switzerland. Lately he was getting permits dc scjour for any client who
paid a small sum, which he shared with a friend at the Prefecture.
As befitted a man of his kidney, he had a horror of crooks, and had
often warned me not to speak to them: the crooks, on the other
hand, despised him thoroughly. He was a man without a single
conviction. We talked.
"You know Marseilles inside out," I said. "Tell me, honestly, have
you ever heard of a Gaullist organization that sends people to
Gibraltar?" He shook his head.
"No/ he said, "Personally, I wouldn't touch a thing like that.
I don't want to go to prison for a serious offence-" I said it was a
pity, casually adding that it wasn't only for me, but for four Belgian